182      THE ARGIVE WOMEN
SlTYS
To the hold on the far red hill From the hold on the wide green lea, Over the running water, follow who will Therapnae's hawk with the dove of Amyklae. But I would lie husht and still, And feel the new grass growing quick over me!
[The scene grows  dark   as  they  sit.
*           Their   eyes   are   full of fears.
Presently one looks up, listening,
then another, then another.    They
are all alert.']
CHTHONOE
Who prayeth peace ?    I feel her peace Steal through me as a quiet air Enters the house with sweet increase Of light to healing, praise to prayer!
RHODOPE
What do I know of guiltiness When she is here, and with grave eyes Seeketh the ways of quietness And lampeth them ?
GoRGO
Arise, arise! [They all stand waiting.]